LEGENDARY 1 950s EC COMICS! 



JOLTING TALCS OF 

TENSION 


• M \ 







SHO WHAT? what ELS HE 'ave I 
GOT IN LIFE? SURE I'M ORUNK i 1 
LIRE /"GET DRUNK.' I...I ...SHAT/ ^ 
what's SHE DOIN' UP TMISH TIME OF 
NIGHT? SET T“ BED, YUH lil' BRAT/ 
WHASH YUH STARIN' AT? HUH? HUH? 


I HEARD YOU COME IN, 
DADDY' I WANTED TO SEE 
IF YOU WERE ALL RIGHT? 


Daddy was TERRIBLE when he was drunk 
HE USED TO BEAT ME 


TER jus' like yer MOTHER. 
alwaysh NAG GIN 1 ? ALWAYSH 
LECTURIN' me.' WELL, l'M 
ALL RIGHT. SHEE? NOW, 

_ arr t' am « 


Well, it's ALL OVER NOW. EVERYTHING worked out SWELL, but for a WHILE back there.it looked 
PRETTY BAD. I WAS AWFUL UNHAPPY. I USED TO CRY MYSELF TO SLEEP AT NIGHT. GOLLY, THERE WERE 
TIMES WHEN ALL I WANTED TO 00 WAS CURL UP AND DIE, I WAS SO MISERABLE. WHY I... I... OH, GEE? 

I HAVEN'T EVEN TOLD YOU WHO I AM. MY NAME'S LUCY... LUCY JOHNSON. I'M TEN YEARS OLD AND IN 
the FOURTH GRADE. AND LIKE I SAID, UP TO A FEW WEEKS AGO, I WAS MISERABLE. IT WAS MY 
PARENTS. THEY WERE AWFUL TO ME. YOU SEE. MY DADDY WAS AN ALCOHOLIC.. . 


SAM? YOURE DRUNK 
AGAIN.' 





MOM NEVER WANTED me, I GUESS. AND SHE'D ALWAYS 


And mom and him used to ARGUE all the time. 
MOSTLY about ME... 


BRING IT UP WHEN SHE AND DAD WOULD ARGUE. SHE'O 
ALWAYS BLAME HIM... 


CANTCHYA KEEP TH' BRAT 
IN BED WHEN SHE'S SUPPOSED 
T'BE IN BED? WHAT KIND OF 
A MOTHER ARE YUH , 

ANYWAY. MILLIE? 


BEIN' A MOTHER 
WASN'T MY IDEA' 
it WAS YOURS f 
I NEVER... 


...AND IF YOU'D BEEN 
SOBER.. . INSTEAD OF 
ST INKIN' DRUNK... 


WELL THAT'S YOUR 
TOUGH LUCK. SO NOW 
THAT YOU 60T 'ER ... 
TAKE CARE OF 'ER? 
ITSH YER DUTY / ._ 


AND YOUR DUTY IS TO BE A ) 
RESPECTABLE DECENT ' L ~ 
HUSBAND ano FATHER 
INSTEAD OF A DIRTY SLOPPY 
DRUNKEN 

l sum' 


C YOU KEEP OUT OF THISH, 
MILLIE? IF YOU CAN T 
TEACH HER DISHAPLINE, J 
-T I WILL .' y 


J NO ' \ 
) NO.' 
PLEASE, 

r DADDY' 

DON'T ’ 

\ HIT ME... 


LEAVE HER 
ALONE, sam< 


And like i said, sometimes i 

USED TO CRY MYSELF TO SLEEP 
AT NIGHT.. .LISTENING TO THEM 
DOWNSTAIRS... YELLING AND 
SCREAMING... 


Like i said, daddy was awful 

WHEN HE WAS DRUNK. HE USED TO 
BEAT ME BLACK AND BLUE... 


And sometimes Hd ju£T' wanted to| 
CURL UP AND DIE... I 


WELL, IF YOU DON'T A YOU'D LIKE [ 
LIKE THE JOB I'M THAT, WOULDN'T 
DOING, WHY DON'T ) YOU?? YOU'D 

YOU D/YORCE J LIKE to be 
ME?? GET HER A T FREE AGAIN?? 
NEW MOTHER?? J WELL, YOU'RE 

7 j J NOT GETTING 

(/ ( AWAY THAT EASY, 

V MILLIE? 


TAKE THAT, Y'LIL 1 
BRAT... AND THAT.. 


SAM.' 

FOR 

GOD'S 

SAKE... 


SOB ... SOB ...\ I'LL DO 

| WHAT 1 

!■_ like.: 


TO THAT 
BRAT? 

THAT'S WHAT 
YOU'LL DO? 









I HATED THEM' I HATED THEM 


THE 

BECAUSE SHE NEVER 
SHOWED 
WAS WILLING 




NO YOU 
DON'T, 

MILDREOf 
route *07" 



^ he's just I'm not 

B EING SPITE) SORRY FOR 
UL, KATE.' r-S EITHER OF 
SORRY/ J YOU, MILLIE 
TM sorry 
FOR LUCY/ 


THAT BRAT STAYS HERE/ 
SHE BELONGS WITH HER < 
NATURAL MOTHER. NO 
DRIED UP OLD MAID 'S 
GONNA BRING 
MY KID/ 


PLEASE. \ sam' 
3AD D Y ' PLEASE HOW 
LET ME GO LIVE COULD 
WITH AUNTIE <YOU? 

1 KATE f 


Mommy was more than glad to get rid or 
ME, BUT^/?/?/ wouldn't HEAR OP IT. I CRIED 




6aooy wouldn't 6tve HIS CONSENT, and so i 
COULDN'T SO AND LIKE WITH AUNTIE KATE. THAT'S ALL 
THERE WAS TO IT' AND THEN DADDY STARTED DRINKING 
WORSE. SOMETIMES HE WOULDN'T COME HOME AT ALL. . 
FOR DAYS 


One NI6HT, AFTER DADDY HADN'T COME HOME AND 
MOMMY WENT OUT 'LOOKING', 1 WOKE UP TO THE SOUND 
OF SOFT GENTLE VOICES DOWNSTAIRS. I TIPTOED OUT OF 





ER... NO, DEAR? YOUR FATHER 
DOESN'T KNOW ABOUT HIM' 



MOMMY ISN'T SURE? 
MOMMY WANTS TO HAKE UP HER HIND? 




He even kissed me oooo-niokt. 


Steve was very sweet to me . he 

>ATTED MY HEAO AND SMILED ANO 
rOLD ME A STORY. . . 


8 'NIGHT, KITTEN. AN' X OEEI 


HERE'S SOMETHING FOR 
TO* OR ROW. A D/ME... 

1 FOR CANDY/ T -s 


...SO THE PRINCE AND 
THE PRINCESS LIVED | 

HAPP/LY EVER y- 
X AFTER/ . ) 


Steve made me so happy, i likeo steve. iused 

TO LIE AWAKE AND THINK OF HOW NICE IT WOULO 
BE IF HE WERE MY REAL FATHER- ■ 


The next time daddy oidn't come 
HOME, STEVE CAME TO THE HOUSE. 

MOMMY LET ME STAY UP... 

WELL.WELL/ SO ) HE'S ^YES, 
THIS IS LITTLE \ NICE, 1 DEAR ^ 
LUCY/ SAY, J MOMMY' i 
aren't you a 
PRETTY LITTLE ) 

GIRL f JJ 


And MOMMY... MOMMY WAS SO DIFFERENT TOO. 9HE‘D 


THANKS, 


YOU'D BETTER SO, OKA Y, BABY' CALL 

STEVE i IT'S LATE/ ) ME THE NEXT TIME 
THE COAST IS CLEAR. 


Later, i heard mommy call steve on the telephone. 


WILL I MEET HIM, MOMMY? ) WE'L L SEE, DEAR. 
WILL I MEET STEVE? NOW RUN A LONS 

■ m K — - — UP TO BED/ w 


YOU CAN COME HERE NOW, STEVE. \ YESr. . . YESf .WELL, 
LUCY KNOWS ALL ABOUT YOU. .-WE CAN'T AFFORD TO 
THERE'S NO USE TRYING TO HIDE TAKE ANY CHANCES. 

IT FROM HER ANY LONGER^ BESIDES, J 
SHE WANTS TO MEET YOU' ~ V ^1 




And when daddy would come home 
DRUNK AND SWEARING AND TREAT ME 
BAO.I DION'T CARE. I JUST THOUGHT 
OF MOMMY AND STEVE AND HOW THEY'D 
WORK THINGS OUT AFTER A WHILE AND 
THAT IT WOULDN'T BE LIKE THIS FOR 



I LISTENED, MY HEAR T 
NOTHING.* ONLY— WELL... IT'S 
JUST THAT SHE REALLY 
BELIEVED YOU’D BE 
HER NEW DADDY f SHE 
LINES YOU A LOTf 



They weren't taking me'they were running away 

AND THEY WEREN'T TAXING ME 

LOOK, STEVE. THIS IS THE WAY \ THEN STOP FEELING 


WE PLANNED IT. I'M NOT SAYING 
ANYTHING. YOU KNOW HOW 1 
FELT ABOUT LUCY... EVER SINCE 
the BE6/NN/N6.' I can't 


SONNY FOR HER 
ANO LETS 60. 
BEFORE YOUR 

HUSBAND shows 



I REMEMBER HOW I HAD TO CLAP MY HANOS OVER MY 
MOUTH TO KEEP FROM CRYING OUT LOUO...HOW X RAN BACK 
00 WN THE HALL ANO FLUNG MYSELF ON THE BED AND 
LISTENED TO THEM PASS OUTSIDE MY ROOM AND GO DOWN- 


I REMEMBER LISTENING TO THE FRONT DOOR SLAM 
ANO RUNNING TO THE FRONT BEDROOM WINDOW IN TIME 




...HOW HE PITCHED FORWARD WITH THE 8ULLETHOLE IN F 
CHEST AND THE BLOOD GUSHING FROM IT AND POOLING 
IE WENT SPRAWLING. . . 


I REMEMBER HOW HE STARED AT THEM.. .AT MOMMY 
AND STEVE... WITH THE BAGS IN THEIR HANOS.. . HOW 
HE STARTED TO SPEAK. ..HOW THE GUNSHOT ECHOED 
INTO THE NIGHT... HOW DADDY'S EXPRESSION FROZE.. 


OUT OVER THE FRONT WALK AS 


. . . AND THE POLICE SIREN WAILED FAR 
AWAY, COMING CLOSER... CLOSER.. 

| AS X CAME OUT THE FRONT DOOR. ■■ 


...AND STEVE DROPPED THE BAGS 
AND RAN. ■ . 


...HOW MOMMY SCREAMED.. . AND 
FAINTEO... 







They caught steve a few days later 

OUTSIDE CHICAGO AND SHIPPED HIM BACK 
TO STAND TRIAL.. ALONG WITH MOMMY.. 

FOR THE MALICIOUS AND PRE- 
MEDITATED MURDER Of SAMUEL 
JOHNSON... AND THE STATE WILL 
PROVE, LADIES AND GENTLEMEN OF 
THE JURY, THAT IT WAS MURDER 
COMMITTED OUT OfNEED..O\n 
OF DESIRE... COLD and CALCU- J| 




The trial was short and 

SWEET. THEY CALLED ME TO 
THE WITNESS STAND AND I 
TOLD THEM WHAT I'D SEEN... 


DADDY WAS JUST COMING 
UP THE WALK WHEN THEY 
CAME OUT. HE SAW THEIR 
BAGS. HE WAS SO MAD 
AND 7MSK..soa.. THE _ 
r SHOT... SOB... 




In OUR state, MURDERERS DIE in the ELECTR/c\ \ THEN STEVE.. 
CHAIR. MOMMY went FIRST... 



so LIKE I SAID IN the BEGINNING ... EVERY- 
THING WORKED OUT SWELL. I LIVE IN A NICE 
HOUSE NOW, with NICE FURNITURE. I have 
ALL THE TOYS X WANT ANO ALL THE LOVE I NEED. 
YOU SEE, THE COURT SENT ME TO LIVE WITH 



...WHICH IS JUST THE WAY l'o HOPED IT WOULD WORK 
OUT WHEN I SHOT DADDY FROM THE FRONT BEDROOM 
WINDOW WITH THE GUN I KNEW WAS IN THE NI6HT 





'but I LOVE HIM, 
MDDYf DON'T YOU 

■ UNDERSTAND? 

I LOVE H!M>J 


~ LOVE HiMf? well, FOR- 
GET ABOUT ITf NO A 
DAUGHTER OF NINE'S 
GOING TO RUN AROUNO 
WITH NO GREASY 
par MEXICAN. 


JUST YOU WAIT. WE'RE COMING / 
IN A LITTLE WHILE, YOU 1 LL GET 
YOURS, YOU LITTLE SPICK. I’LL M 
TEACH YOU TO PLAY AROUND WITH R 
Mr DAUGHTER. . 


He’d tried to discourage her from seeing the 

BOY. HE'D EVEN THREATENED HER. . . 


I... I OAN'T ^ 
PROMISE YOU. . . < 
SOB... I WON'T. 
SOB.. J LOVE 
~—1 HIMf 1 


YOU GO NEAR THAT HOUSE^ 
AGAIN AND, SO HELP ME, I'LL 
TAN YOUR HIDE' DO YOU . 
HEAR? PROMISE me f W' 
PROMISE ME YOU WON’T T 0 
^ SEE HIM AGAINf J 




He WAS a MIDDLE-AGED MAN, SLIGHTLY BALDING. HE STOOD 
BELOW THE GLARING STREET LAMP, NERVOUSLY SMOKING 
CIGARETTE AFTER CIGARETTE. FROM TIME TO TIME HE'D 
PEER INTO THE DARK NIGHT, UP AND DOWN THE DESERTED 
STREET, AS IF HE WERE EXPECTING SOMEONE OR SOMETHING. 
HE'D LISTEN FOR A MOMENT, CURSE SOFTLY TO HIMSELF, 
SHIFT THE WHITE ROBE AND HOOD HE*D BEEN HOLDING FROM 
ONE ARM TO THE OTHER, AND THEN CONTINUE TO ABSENTLY 
ROLL AND UNROLL THE THICK LEATHER STRAP HE'D BROUGHT 
ALONG FOR THE WHIPPING. ANO AS HE FONOLED THE STRAP, 
HIS MOUTH DREW INTO A TIGHT LINE, ANO HIS FACE GREW 
GRIM, ANO A LOOK OF HATE SHOWN IN HIS ANGRY, ANGRY 
EYES... 


He stood in the lonely, empty night, harbor- 
ing HIS FURY AND HIS HATE, AND HE THOUGHT ABOUT 
HIS DAUGHTER CRYING HER EYES OUT, AND SOBBING.. 



And then he remembered the beginning of it...six 


MONTHS AGO... WHEN THE SPANISH CATHOLIC FAMILY 

MOVED INTO THE HO USE OOWN THE B LOCK- 

(^SPICKS f FROM~\ THEY'LL^^Z 

^ BE M0VIN UP ’ <j 


'WE GOTTA D/SCOURA6E 
’EM. WE GOTTA KEEP 'EM 
WHERE THEY BELONG.'^ 


Y^LET ONE OF 'EM 
I OPEN THE GATE 
AND THEY1.L ALL i 
POUR THROUGH. ') 


' GOTTA 

SHUT IT.. 

BEFORE 

ITS TOO 

tLATE a 


'then IT'S A6REED *WE s /j YEAH.' 

FORM A GROUP AND WE N V 

DRIVE 'EM OUT OF THE ) 
NEIGHBORHOOD. 0 / \ 


.HOW THEY'D DECIDED. 


T WE COULD 
WEAR HOODS.. 


.AND WE COULD 
STOP THOSE 
DIRTY SPICKS 
IN THEIR 

[ TRACKS...! 


WHAT WE NEEO IS A ▼ Wfc COULD 
VIGILANTE SOCIETY) ALL BELONG/ 
YOU KNOW' A group/ NO ONE WOULD 
THAT PROTECTS \KNOW OUR 
OUR INTERESTS' LlDENTITY. . . 



PRETTY MUCH TO THEN- 
SELVES, ED. BESIDES... 
IT'S ONLY ONE FAMILY' 


WHEN WE GET EN0U6H GUYS, 
WE'LL I 
LAWN. 

'EM, WE’LL RAID ’EM ONE NIGHT 
AND TAKE 'EM OUT AN’ 




Yes, THE SPANISH PEOPLE HAD MOVED IN.' AND, 
ALTHOUGH HE ANO HIS FRIENDS HAD TRIEO HARD TO 
WHIP THE NEIGHBORHOOD INTO ACTION, THEY'D 
REMAINED.. . UNMOLESTED. ■■ 


r CAN you IMAGINE? ME MV WILLIE T PERHAPS it's 1 
iND PHIL ARE THE ONLY GUYS THAT J BETTER THAT j 
*ANT TO 00 ANYTHING. THE REST ^ WAY, ED. MAYBE 4 
DF THE MEN IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD YOU'LL KEEP OUT 
are SCARED STIFF. OF TROUBLE... 


YOU'LL "T YE AH'’ 
EEfTMEYtl) WHEN 
IKE UP// it's 

^lP TOO 

^rmlLATE/ 


I TELL YOU, IT'S A CRY/H' 
SHAME /a BUNCH OF 
YELLOW-BELLIES, ^ 
THAT'S what the REST ] 
OF THE GUYS AROUND A 
W HERE ARE. . . j 



He remembered how amy, his 

DAUGHTER, HAD COME HOME ONE 
NIGHT AND ANNOUNCED HAPPILY. , 
^ THE CUTEST 
FELLOW MOVED INTO f MEAN 
THAT HOUSE DOWN ( ONE OF 
I THE BLOCK. HE’S SO ± THOSE 
W GOOD-LOOKING... » SPICKS 


...HOW SHE'D CROSSED HER ARMS 
DEFIANTLY. . . 


WELL, I 
AM, AND I'M 
- TELL/N' 

< YOU TO 
\ KEEP 
AWAY 
J FROM ◄ 


I'LL MAKE FRIENDS 
WITH WHOEVER I 
PLEASE, DADDY f 4 
WHEN I MEET A BOY 


DADDY/ THAT'S j THEY AIN'T ^ 
.NOT a MCE y NICE PEOPLE/ 
r WORD . "W YOU KEEP AWAY 

^^^FROM HIM, YOU A 

HEAR? 


■ nwi nci « oui 

I'M HOJ INTERESTED 
in WHAT COUNTRY HIS 
ANCESTORS CAME FROM. 


AND THEN HE REMEMBERED HOW, MONTHS THEY'D BEEN KISSING... ON THE STEPS ... HIS DAUGHTER, 

LATER, HE'D COME HOME LATE FROM THE OFFICE AND ONE OF THEM... ONE OF THOSE SPICK S. . . 





He remembereo how he had felt his blood run 

HOT...POUNOING INTO HIS FACE-CARRYING WITH IT THE 
COLOR OF HIS FURY... ANGRY RED-PURPLE RAGE... 


All THE WAY HOME, HIS RAGE HAD SEETHED WITHIN HIM. 
HE'D KISSED HERf HE OF THE OLIVE SKIN AND THE RAVEN 
HAIR HAD DARED TO TOUCH HIS WHITE WHITE DAUGHTER . BY 
THE TIME THEY'O REACHED THE HOUSE, HE'D EXPLODEO... 


I...I HAVE TO 60 NOW, 
LOUIS. 6000-BYE... 


I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU TO KEEP 
AWAYFTKM SPfCKS.'H THIS THE 
WAY YOU OBEY YOUR FATHER? . 
fcWf ANSWER NET 


r LOUIS IS VERY SWEF%\ 
DADDY' •LUKE HIM I 
A LOTT 


He'o shouted at her. 


And SHE'D CRIED AND SO BBED. 


And THEN, HE'O SEEN REO. 
L ASHED OUT, STRIKING HER... 
''AS LONG AS you‘RE~^Yo 
LIVING IN MY HOUSE, \ 
I'LL DECIDE WHO YOU'LL ) 

' — -r SPEAK TO... rr — . 


I DON’T CARET 
I FORBID YOU 
TO SPEAK TO HIM 
AGAIN' DO YOU 

wf HEAR? , 


V I M E/6HTEEN, 
W’ DADDY' I'M < 

) OLD ENOUGH 
' TO DECIDE FOR 
MYSELF WHO X 
| SPEAK to r- 


But i LOVE himT^ 
DADDY f DON'T YOU 

UNDERSTAND 
X LOVE him' ■ 


^NO DAUGHTER' 

0? MINE’S 

GOING TO RUN 
AROUND WITH 4 
NO CREASY 
■ MEXICAN Lj 



AROUND 
WON'T HELP.' 
NOT 

EVEN ANGRY f 


..And THEN HE’D THOUGHT OF A WAY TO GET THE NEIGH- 
BORHOOD MEN ANGRY... ANGRY ENOUGH TO ACT... 


So he'd gone to them.. .one at a 

TIME. HE'D PICKED THE ONES WITH 
DAUGHTERS, FIRST. THEY'D BE THE 
EASIEST TO RILE. ANO HE'D EMOTED 
HIS WELL- PLANNED STORY. , . 

THAT'S RIGHT f LAST NIGHT, AMY, 

MY DAUGHTER, CAME HOME CRYIN6 
HER EYES OUT. I tried to MAKE 
HER TELL ME WHAT HAPPENED. AT 
FIRST SHE WOULDN'T. SHE SAID SHE 




HE’D GONE FROM HOUSE TO HOUSE, 
ASKING FOR THE MEN, SPEAKING TO 
THEM ALONE, TELLING THEM EACH HIS 
SHOCKING NEWS ... 




AND THIS EVENING, HE 'O GOTTEN THEM ALL TOGETHER 
. . .SHOCKED MEN TO WHOM HE'D TOLD HIS SHOCKING 

LIES. ■ . 

SOME OF YOU have DAUGHTERS 
OF YOUR OWN/ ARE WE GOING TO 
WAIT UNTIL SOMETHING WORSE 
HAPPENS? ARE WE 


And THEN THEY STARTED TO APPEAR ...THE OTHERS... THE 
ANGRY MEN... WITH THEIR WHIPS AND BLACKJACKS AND 
ROPES ANO SACKS ...AND THEIR BEDSHEET COSTUMES, WHITE 
AND PURE... LIKE THIS WHITE ANO PURE THING THEY WERE 


NOW HE STOOO BELOW THE GLARING STREET LAMP, HIS 
ROBE ANO HOOO WITH THE CRUDELY CUT EYE-HOLES IN 
ONE HAND, A BURNED DOWN CIGARETTE IN THE OTHER, 
PEERING INTO THE BLACKNESS. ..LISTENING. . 





They moved through the deserted streets, like 

6 HOSTS... PHANTOM FIGURES ON A PHANTOM MISSION. FOR 
ISN'T THE BASIS OF MOST HATRED A NO INTOLERANCE BUT 



T HEY ARE THE DELUSIONS OF THE 8IGOT._THE EXAGGERA- 
TIONS OF THOSE WHO DESIRE TO EXAGGERATE... THE CON- 
CEPTIONS OUT OF DARKNESS OF THOSE WHO WOULD THROW 
US INTO DARKNESS AS THESE MEN NOW PROBE IN OARK- 
NESS... SEARCHING FOR THEIR FANTASY ENEMIES ... THE 
OLIVE SKIN. -THE DARK HAIR...THE ACCENT... 


And FROM THE DARKNESS, TOO, COME THE SCREAMS OF 
THE PERSECUTED. ..THE ANGUISHED CRIES OF PAIN OF THOSE 
WHO ARE HOUNDED DOWN BY THESE FANTASIES... 


r DRAG 'IM 

OUTSIDE? 


F GET THAT ' 
SACK OVER 
HIS HEAO... 


? A AAhHl 


THERE'S SOME- 
ONE IN HERE? 


r WHO... WHO'S 
THERE? y 


) GET HIM .' 
'STUFF A - 


HIS MOUTH?; 




White ghosts in the dark night... dragging their 

VICTIM OUT OF HIS BED.. .OUT OF THE SECURITY OF HIS 


The middle-aged man..thb slightly balding one...the 
man with the grim face, now hidden BEHIND THE 
MASK...THE ONE CALLED ED. ..THE PERPETRATOR ...THE 
CREATOR OF 




The strap... the weapon of his delusion... 

THE REVOLVER OF HIS HATE. . . THE PUNCTUATOR 
OF HIS FICTION.. .ROSE AND FELL... AGAIN ANO 
AGAIN. . . BRINGING DOWN UPON HIS FANTASY THE 
REALITY OF PAIN... 



Savage, wild, angry angry strokes fell upon a gagged 

VICTIM . A VICTIM UNABLE TO DEFEND HIMSELF AGAINST THAT 
FANTASY . UNABLE TO CRY OUT... UNABLE TO BE HEARO A VICTIM 
LIKE ALL VICTIMS OF INTOLERANCE ... 





T HE SCREAM CAME FROM DOWN THE BLOCK. THE FIGURE 
DARTED TOWARD THEM ...THE FIGURE OF A BOY WITH 


KNELT BESIDE THE STILL FIGURE AND TENDERLY 
REMOVED THE SACK ANO GAG AND KISSEO THE WIOE 
STARING EYES AND WHITE DEAD FACE ANO HE CRIED 




SLAUGHTER! 




Little Petie Dildo was barely live years 
old: his voice, when raised in terror, 
was blood-curdling. His screams of 
anguish, when he stumbled or cut 
himself, had been known to strike 
terror to neighbors miles away, and 
to set domestic animals to lowing in 
the fields. 

Petie had just come hurtling into 
the Dildo barn, his raucous voice cres- 
cendoing like the wail of a banshee. 
Tears cascaded from his eyes and his 
lower lip trembled violently. "O-over 
to Winsted's place," he screamed. 
"He's killing all the BABIES! " 

Leathery Alfonso Dildo gulped, 
grabbed his double-barreled shot- 
gun and raised his eyes heaven- 
ward. He knew it was bound to come 
. . . he'd never liked that Winsted 
feller from the moment he had moved 
into the valley. Winsted had mean 
eyes and narrow lips ... he swung 
a mighty harsh whip at his draught- 
horses. A farmer who'd slash at 
beasts might also be capable to mur- 
dering his own three children! 

Alfonso Dildo gulped and started 
off at a resolute gallop, heading to- 
ward the Winsted place with little 
Petie churning along behind him. 
Across several stone walls the elder 
Dildo vaulted, his determinations and 
horror growing with each passing 
second. ‘T alius thought Winsted was 
loony,” he thought. "Now he's gone 
stark, raving mad . . . probably mur- 
dering them three kids fer the insur- 
ance money!" 

At last, with a gasp and a stagger, 
the two Dildo's sprinted toward the 
open Winsted barn. One step inside 
was enough for Alfonso; the sawdust 


was swimming in rich red blood, and 
there was a shattering squeal of ag- 
ony. Dildo stared with bulging eyes; 
even as the marfiac raised his axe 
high overhead he was singing aloud. 
Then the jagged weapon crashed 
down with great savagery and a 
death-shriek hung hideously in the 
still air. Alfonso knotted his weather- 
toughened hands to stop his body 
from trembling. "The BABIES!" little 
Petie was wailing. "He . . . he's killing 
them all!" 

Dildo felt his flesh crawling with 
horror. He could stand it no longer : he 
swung the shotgun up to his shoulder, 
sighted along its rusted length and 
pressed the hooked trigger. There was 
a deafening blast; Winsted whirled 
as if struck by lightning, spun around 
so that he faced Dildo in open- 
mouthed shock, then crumpled for- 
ward on his face, sprawling full- 
length in the bloody sawdust. 

Dildo flung away the gun and hur- 
tled forward. The block Winsted had 
been using for his fiendish slaughter 
was awash in glistening blood. If only 
he wasn't too late . . . 

A squealing piglet jumped down 
from the block and zigzagged franti- 
cally through Dildo's legs. Alfonso 
stopped and his eyes almost rolled 
back in upon themselves so great 
was his astonishment. There on the 
floor lay the bodies of Winsted's tiny, 
defenseless victims . . . the brutally 
murdered babies he was butchering 
with such devilish glee. Their flesh 
was already stiffening, those three lit- 
tle pigs Winsted had been readying 
for the dinner table . . . 




DON'T YOU REMEMBER? don't YOU REMEMBER HOW DISMAL AND CHILLY IT WAS LAST NIGHT WHEN YOU 
WENT OUT FOR A WALKT DON'T YOU REMEMBER THE WHISPY F06 HANGING EERILY HERE AND THERE OVER THE 
DAMP DESERTED STREET. . . THE BLOATED MOON APPEARING AND DISAPPEARING IN THE CLOUD-SHROUDED SKY... 
HOW YO\i SHIVERED AND WENT ON? THEN LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT IT. LETMETELL YOU WHAT HAPPENED... 


YOU MADE YOUR WAY ALONG THE DARK, EMPTY STREET, 
LISTENING TO THE ECHOES OF YOUR FOOTSTEPS 
BOUNCING OFF THE EXPRESSIONLESS FACES OF THE 
BUILDINGS, WATCHING YOUR SHADOW RIPPLE AND 


TWIST AND LENGTHEN AHEAD OF YOU AS YOU MOVED 
AWAY FROM EACH DIM LAMPOST. . . 



Surely you recall stepping off the curb, .your 

FOOT SLOSHING INTO THE DARK PUDDLE... THE SPLASH... 
THE SOAKING SENSATION AS THE MUDDY WATER RUSHED 
INTO YOUR SHOE. . .HOW YOU CURSED ALOUD IN ANNOY- 
ANCE.. . 





For a long while.there wasn't 

A SOUL IN SIGHT. REMEMBER ? ANO 
THEN YOU SAW THE HUNCH EO UTTLE 
FIGURE APPEAR OUT OF THE MISTY 
GLOOM AHEAO. HE DRAGGED TOWARO 
YOU. .. M ISSHAPPEN ... BENT.. .GMARLEIL. 



Somehow, instinctively, you 

TRIED TO AVOID HIM, BUT HE 
TURNED TOWARD YOU WITH A 


CROOKED, LEERING SMILE. YOU 
WANTED TO HURRY PAST HIM BUT 
HE PUT OUT HIS HAND.. . 



Don't you remember fumbling 

THROUGH YOUR POCKETS, TAKING 
OUT THE BOOK OF MATCHES, UOHT- 
INO ONE, AND CUPPING YOUR HANDS 
AROUND THE DANCING FLAME AS HE 
STABBED HIS EVIL-SMELLING CIGAR 
INTO IT. . . 



As HE DREW HIS HEAD BACK, YOU DID NOT TOSS THE 
MATCH TO THE WET SIDEWALK. YOU HELD IT THERE... 
THE FLAME CRAWLING DOWN THE WAXED CARDBOARD 
SHAFT. HIS EYES. ..HIS EYES BLAZED AT YOU IN THE 
ORANGE GLARE . . .BLAZED WITH A PECULIAR INTENSITY 
AND HIS VOICE WAS SOFT AND COMPELLING. . . 



HOW COULD YOU HAVE FORGOTTEN THOSE EYES? OWL 
EYES. . . EVIL EYES. . . THAT SEEMEO TO LOOM LARGER 
AND LARGER. . .BURNING, BURNING EYES. . . 



And THE NIGHT SPUN AROUND YOU. THE MIST SWIRLED 
AND EDDIED A%IN YOUR BRAIN, A MENTAL FOG NOW 
SWIRLED AND EDDIED. YOUR MIND SANK INTO A SPIRAL- 
ING POOL.. . DOWN.. .DOWN. DESPERATELY YOU TRIED TO 
SHIELD YOURSELF FROM THOSE FIERCE COMPELLING 
EYES. . . 



YOU DROPPEO YOUR HANDS.. .OBEDIENTLY. ..UKE A 
STUPID CHILD. HE WAS RIGHT. IT WAS NO USE TRYING 
TO FIGHT NOW. IT WAS TOO LATE. YOU WERE IN HIS 
POOCR. . ■ HELPLESS. ■ ■ UNDER HIS SPELL... 

CHILD'S PLAY/ ON STA6E, X AM KNOWN AS 

'profess on salby; the WORLD'S 6REATEST 
hypnotist: ho* LISTEN CAREFULLY I PICKED 
THE FIRST PERSON WHO CAME ALONG 
FOR THIS. YOU SHALL PERFORM, 

SHALL WE SAX AN ERRAND FOR 
ME' YOU SHALL COMMIT 
MURDER for ME 


0 





BY K/U/N6 HIM. .IN FRONT OF HER EYES f HIS 
NAME is JOHN STORCR. he LIVES AT 188 OAK 
D/WE. YOU WILL 80 THERE . . . NOW... AND 
KILL HIM . KILL HIM IN MY PLACE. UNDER- 


YOU COULD ONLY ANSWER MECHANI- 
CALLY.. .LIKE A PUPPET. YOUR 
VOICE SOUNDED STRANGE AND FAR 
AWAY. YOU LISTENED. SOMEWHERE, 
INSIOE YOU... A REBELLION STARTED, . 
'you WILL GO TO HIS GARAGEY N-NO.' 
FIRST.' THERE'S AN OLD J)NO* 
RUSTING TIRE CHA/nC 
THERE. YOU WILL GET *' 

IT. YOU WILL ENTER THE 
HOUSE AND BEAT HIM 
TO DEATH WITH THE 
CHAIN* 



For one wonderful moment; you 

ALMOST BROKE FREE OF THE SPELL. 

Kill right' i know. ' hypno-^ 

tism CAN NEVER FORCE a subject 
TO VIOLATE HIS OWN MORAL 


CODE. . COMMIT a CRIME h e DOES 
NOT HIMSELF DESIRE TO COMMIT^ 
I KNOW f BUT IF THE CRIME IS 




Don't you remember how his eyes 

CAME CLOSER, BORING INTO YOURS 
WITH FLAMING INTENSITY AS HE USED 
A NEW DECEPTION TO BEND YOU TO 



■ ■ .HOW HIS WORDS INFLAMED YOU. ■ ■ 

r RIGHT AT THIS MOMENT, HEIS ASSEMBLING AN ATOMIC 
BOMB. HE INTENDS TO BLOWUP THE ENTIRE 
DOWNTOWN AREA OF THIS CITY. THOUSANDS 
UPON THOUSANDS OF PEOPLE WILL BE KILLED. 

IT IS YOUR DUTY TO STOP THIS MAN. IT IS YOUR 
PATRIOTIC DUTY TO KILL HIM WITH THE CHAINf 



You HEARD THE GLOATING CHUCKLE OF THE HUNCHED 
LITTLE FIENO, HIS WICKED WEB-SPINNING NEARLY 
FINISHED... 



r HEH? YOU WILL^TYOU'LL BE PULLING MY CHESTNUTS 
* HOT MEAN ^OUT OF THE FINE YOU'LL BE K/LL- 
WHAT I AM ▼ /MS MY WIFE'S LOVER FOR HE ^ 
SAYING NOWf LEAVING YOUR F/H6ERFR/HTS \ 
ON THE CHAIN... GOING TO THE \ 
■ ill. ELECTRIC CHAIR IN HY PLACE ' J 



And then, he completed his web of evil with his 


KILLING, YOU WILL 
YOU WILL FORGET 4T/-...THIS WALK YOU TOOK 
TONIGHT. EVERYTHING f YOU WILL WAKE 
UP BACK IN TOUR ROOM...* 

LEFT IT. YOU WILL NEVER 
BE ABLE TO TELL ANYONE ABOUT WHO SENT 


The evil stumped little man 



W I WILL COMMIT A MURDER ... ^ 
WITH SOMEONE ELSE’S HANDS. (J 
AND IF THERE IS SUSPICION .. MY 
ALIBI ' THAT CROWDED BARfWHO 
will NOT REMEMBER A man OF MY 
FORM SPENOING AN EVEN/NO , 
THERE, OURINS THE TIME THE < 
m K/LL/N6 OCCURED? 



But his words meant nothing to 

YOU. YOUR BRAIN WAS ALREADY 
BURNING WITH BUT ONE CONSUMING 
COMPELLING THOUGHT, INFLAMED 
BY HIS FINAL WORDS AS HE LIMPED 
AWAY TO THE BAR... 


GO, HO**. KILL 


Fyes... " 
188 OAK 
I DRIVE* 

1...ZOO.. 


THAT SPY. BEFORE, 
HE SETS OFF HIS . 
^ BOMB f 60 f # 



Don't you remember how you were 

PANTING WHEN YOU REACHED THE 
ADORESSHE'O GIVEN YOU? YOU CREPT 
TO A LIGHTED CELLAR WINDOW, 
PEERED INSIDE , SAW HIM THERE , 
WORKING ON THE BOMB . 


GOT TO HURRY.. 



YOU STUMBLED TO THE GARAGE — PULLED OPEN THE 
DOOR OUIETLY... STEPPED INSIDE. THE CHAIN WAS 
THERE JUST LIKE HE SAID IT WOULD BE. YOU 
REACHED FOR IT, YOUR HEART POUNDING IN YOUR 
CHEST... 





He turned in surprise... his booy twitching from 

THE STINGING PAIN. HE TRIED TO PLEAD WITH YOU... 


NO? WAIT 'DON'T.' why ARE YOU DOING THIS? 
I NEVER HURT YOU.' X NEVER HURT ANYBODY 
IN MY LIFE. PLEASE' DON'T.. c£r.^ 


YOU IGNORED THE WOMAN'S SCREAMS... DlO NOT HEAR 
HER FAINT, AND TUMBLE DOWN THE CELLAR STAIRS. YOU 
FINISHED YOUR JOB AS A LOYAL AMERICAN ..BEATING THE 

BLOODY CHAIN DOWN... __ ^ 



But YOU DID NOT LISTEN TO HIS LIES... HIS WEAK 
FUMBLING PROTESTS. YOU KNEW HIM FOR WHAT ME 
WAS... A COMMUNIST SPYA PEDA6ENT. IT WAS YOUR 
PATRIOTIC OUTY TO SWING THE CHAIN AGAIN ...AND 


His shrieks oied to a bubbling moan...tmen a final 

DEATH RATTLE. BUT YOU OID NOT STOP. WU DID NOT 
STOP SWINGING THE CHAIN UNTIL THE THING ON THE 
FLOOR WAS NOTHING BUT A MASS OF OOZING SCARLET 
PULP. THEN YOU FLUNG THE CHAIN AT IT.- 



The incriminating chain ... r/w your fingerprints 


ALL OVER IT... @ 


It was done, you climbed the ...left the house, and went out You made your wav home._tovour 

CELLAR STAIRS, WEARILY... INTO THE DAMP MISTY NK5HT... ROOM. AND THEN, SUDDENLY YOUR 




You WERE AWAKE NOW.. .SNAPPED FROM YOUR HYPNOTIC 
TRANCE. THE FINAL POST-HYPNOTIC COMMAND HAD 
TAKEN OVER... wiping away all MEMORY or the foul 
DEED AND YOUR MEET/NS WITH THE HUNCHED LITTLE 
MAN. YOU CRAWLED INTO YOUR BED... EXHAUSTED f AND 
WAS IT ANY WONDER?... 4 


WHAT ? YOU DIDN'T LOOK AT THE PAPER THIS MORNING? 
YOU DIDN'T REAO ABOUT THE BRUTAL MURDER? WELL, 
READ IT, MY FRIEND' READ ABOUT THE MURDER YOU 
COMMITTED... LA ST N/SHT.. . WHEN YOU THOUGHT YOU 
WERE SAFE AT HOME. THEY'RE LOOK! NS FOR YOU. 
THEY'LL FIND YOU... ANY MOMENT YOU— ARREST YOU... 
MATCH YOUR FIN6ERPRINTS WITH THOSE ON THE * 
CHAIN. DON'T YOU REMEMBER DOING IT? DON'T YOU ■ 
REMEMBER ANYTH IN6? 





Your name is lairo kimball. you stand in the 

STAIR-WELL BESIOE THE OLD BROWNSTONE'S STOOP, 
AND YOUR SWEATING HAND GRIPS THE GUN IN YOUR 
POCKET TIGHTER... TIGHTER... AS EACH PAINFUL WORD 

DRIFTS DOWN TO YOU FROM ABOVE... 


YOU STAND SILENTLY, TENSELY, IN THE SHADOWS, AND YOU 
LISTEN. YOU LISTEN TO THE VOICES AND THEIR EAGER LOVERS' 
WORDS. YOU LISTEN, INHALING THE LIGHT GUST OF COOL NIGHT 
AIR THAT CARRIES THE FAMILIAR SCENT OF HER PERFUME. YOU 
LISTEN, BUT THERE ARE NO MORE EAGER SOFT WORDS... ONLY 
THE HEATED SOUNDS OF THEIR PASSION. AND YOU KNOW THAT 
SHE IS IN HIS ARMS-.IN THE ARMS OF THIS MAN YOU HATE ... 
THIS MAN YOU HAVE NEVER SEEN ...YOUR WIFE'S LOVES... 


XVE...XVE GOT TO KILL 
HIM? I'M LOSING HER. I'M 
LOSING MY NONA... .4 


ALL RIGHT, DARLING? 
BUT JUST FOR A 

.LITTLE while-. 


LAIRD WILL BE WAITING f 
PLEASE... LET'S SAY 6000- 
^ NIGHT f PLEASE... 


COME UP FOR A WHILE . 
FOR A NIGHT GAP ' 


Footsteps above., a ooor opening, you rush 

FORWARO, PULLING THE GUN FROM YOUR POCKET. 
YOU MOUNT THE STEPS TWO AT A TIME, FLING 
OPEN THE FRONT DOOR AS THE INNER DOOR 



YOU LISTEN TO THE FOOTSTEPS FADfJG 
AWAY 6EHIN0 THE CURTAINEO LOCKED 
FOYER DOOR. YOU LOOK AROUND FRAN- 
TICALLY. YOU SEE THE NEAT LINE OF 
BRASS MAILBOXES WITH THEIR UTTLE 
BLACK BUTTONS. ■■ 



YOU PUSH OHE...ANT ONE . YOU 
WAIT FOR THE UNKNOWN SOMEONE 
TO ANSWER. AND THEN. -THE LONG 
SHARP IRRITATING BUZZING... THE 
LOCK CLICKING OPEN... THE DOOR 
SWINGING WIDE... , . 


YOU STEP INSIDE. THE HALL WITHIN 
IS DARK ANO DESERTED, LINED WITH 
SILENT DOORS. THE STAIRCASE IS 
EMPTY, LEADING UP TO MCflE SILENT 
CLOSED DOORS. YOU HESITATE... 




YOU STANO STIFFLY... ANGRY...FRUSTRATED-.GRIPPING 
THE GUN. YOU’VE HISSED TOUR CHAMCE. THE TWO 
OF THEM ...YOUR WIFE, NORA ...UK THAT MAN... WHO- 
EVER HE IS... ARE UP THERE SOMEWHERE -^ZgWf... 


I... I COULD WA/Tf BUT SHE'LL COME 
OUT ALONEf SHE'LL LAUGH AT ME? 
SHE’LL NEVER TELL ME WHO HE IS 
^ OR WHERE TO £[ND HIM... J — 


HELLO, 
DOWN 
THERE' 
OIO YOU 
LRING MY 
I BELL...? 



Someone has SEEN you. it's NO 600 D NOW. you turn 

ANO LEAVE, IGNORING HER INSULTS. YOUR CAR IS PARKED 
DOWN THE BLOCK. YOU'D FOLLOWED THEM IN IT...FOLLOWED 
THEM ALL NIGHT... SEEN HER MEET HIM ...SEEN IT ALL. YOU 
WALK THE SHORT LONELY DISTANCE... [«■ 


"OH, GOD? IF I DIDN'T LOvF 
HER SO MUCH... < 





YOU REMEMBER HER CHILDLIKE ENTHUSIASM AS SHE MADE 
P LANS... 

(Cano T]«4Wfi4A7^^Z?0VE^ 

/ THERE ? I WANT EVERYTHING TO 
' BE IN MAHOGANY? OH, DARLING. . 
yi it'll be SO beautiful 1 -M 


r Vt»Si/REfT 
WILL, BABY. . . 
AS LONG AS 

YOU'RE livin® 

V_IN IT. . . jtf 


IT'S ALL SO WONDERFUL\ it's not QUITE 
-AIRD. I'VE NEVER HAD J A HOME YET, DEAR. 
» HOI ME OF MY O W Nfj^^THER CS FURNITURE 
IjjF T0 PICK OUT, AND 

g •_ 


You SIT OOWN IN YOUR FAVORITE CHAIR. . . THE 
ONE NORA BOUGHT ESPECIALLY FOR YOU. AND YOU 
REMEMBER HOW IT WAS IN THE BEGINNING. . . WHEN 
YOU WERE FIRST MARRIED. . .YOU AND NORA. HER 
TEARS OF HAPPINESS. ■ 


It WAS LESS THAN A YEAR AFTER 
YOU WERE MARRIED, YOU REMEMBER, 
THAT NORA SEEMEO TO WITHDRAW 
INTO HERSELF. SHE GREW COLD.. . 




T NO? HO CHIL- 
DREN /I'M NOT 
I READY TO TIE 
MYSELF DOWH. 
I'VE GOT SOME 
UY/HG TO DO... 
A LOT or LIVING? 


WE COULD GO OUT, 
NORA. THE BOOTHS 
ASKED US TO STOP IN, 
FOR A FEW DRINKS..., 


\ the SOOTHS.} 
THE CLARKS.. 

I THE delsohsA 
I ALL YOUR / 
^ OLO FRIENDS? I 

I'm SICK or \ 
HEM ...EVERY 
NIGHT... NIGHT \ 

. AFTER NIGHT. J 


YOU.. .YOU DON'T 
HAVE ENOUGH TO 
DO, NORA. YOU 
NEED AN INTER- 
EST. IF WE HAD J 
L CHILD <4 


YOU RECALL THAT LOOK OH NORA'S FACE.LAIRD. 
YOU REMEMBER HOW YOU THOUGHT IT WAS JUST ONE 
of THOSE MOMENTS. . .those STRANGE MOODS. . 
OF A WOMAN. . . 


i BUT THINGS WERE NEVER REALLY THE SAME 1 
AFTER THAT NIGHT. I WAS A FOOL NOT TO HAVE 
REC06NITED IT THEN. I THOUGHT IT WAS SUCH A 








YOU REMEMBER HOW HELEN TOOK 
SICK. AN D YOU THINK BACK TO HOW 
SEEMEO THAT SHE WOULD NEVER 


But you never suspected the 

TRUTH, DID YOU LAIRD? NOT UNTIL 
THAT NIGHT, LAST WEEK, WHEN HELEN 
CALLED... 




So lOU STARTED FOLLOWING NORA AFTER THAT NIGHT. 
ANO YOU SAW HER MEET HIM. BUT YOU NEVER SAW THE 
MAN CLOSE ENOUGH TO MAKE OUT HIS FACE... 


There was always some trick of fate which prevented 

YOU FROM FOLLOWING THEM. A TRAFFIC LIGHT.. A CLOSING 


Your frustrations made you hate nora*s lover 

ALL THE MORE. YOU BOUGHT A GUN. YOU FOLLOWED 
THEM ALL THE WAY TONIGHT...TO THAT BROWNSTONE 
STOOP... 






YOU STAND 8EF0RE HER, AND YOUR HEART BEATS 
WILDLY... WITH A JEALOUS PASSION... IN YOUR CHEST... 


You'd intended not to say anything about what you 

KNEW, BUT THE TRUTH FORCES ITS WAY THROUGH YOUR 
ANGRY LIPS ... 


YOU ACHE FOR HER. YOU LONG TO 
TAKE HER IN YOUR ARMS... ERASE 
ALL THIS... MAKE IT AS IT WAS SO 


YOU HOPE THAT A NEW DAY WILL MAKE 
THINGS BETTER...BUT WHAT LITTLE IS 
LEFT OF YOUR WORLD BLOWS UP IN 



f LEAVE ME ALONE, f/W \ 
J YOU? 1 KNOW WHAT X *M 
' DOING. I'M LEAVING ON THE 

EIGHT O'CLOCK TRAIN FOR 
MIAMI, LAIRD. THE CHAMPION f 
vCOME SEE ME OFF... IF YOU 


PLEASE, NORAf dont'N 
DO THIS? YOU'RE MAKING 
A MISTAKE f DON'T ; 
THROW AWAY ALL J 
Ifc, THIS ... 


6000-BYE, LAIRD? IT WAS X I'VE...rvE SOT TO KILL' 
NICE... WHI LE IT LASTED fj H I M, NOW f I’VE 60T 

TO... BEFORE IT'S TOO 1 






YOU NEED A DRINK 
WHOI 


...SOMEONE TO 



YOU HURRY TO YOUR BANK. YOU ORAW OUT MONEY. 
LOTS OF MONEY. AND YOU GO TO THE AODRESS 
THE STRANGER IN THE BAR GAVE YOU... 


THIS GUY' WHAT DOES 
HE LOOK LIKE? WHERE 
CAN WE FIND HIMT^-Y^ 


I DON'T KNOW WHAT 
HE LOOKS LIKE EXACTLY. 
BUT MY WIFE IS TAKING 
THE CHAMPION TO MIAHI 
' TONIGHT. PERHAPS SHE'S 
MEETING HIM AT THE 
TRAIN... PERHAPS iH MIAMI. 
YOU FOLLOW HER... ^ 



GOT A PICTURE OF YOUR WIFE. MY 
BOYS' VE GOT TO HAVE SOMETHIN' 
^ TO GOON' 


YES i HERE' THIS IS 
HER. GET THE MAN 

SHE MEETS r SHE'S 
.NOT TO BE HARMED f 



3P WORRY IN 4 .* IT'LL 
AKEN CARE OF/ YOU'LL 
YOUR TWO GRAND'S 
NOW, WHY DON'T 
LONG HOME... 





When the time draws near, you 

LEAVE YOUR APARTMENT. WALK 




TOU SIT IN YOUR ROOM, FINGERING THE LIGHT BULB. 

THE CLOCK STRIKES EIGHT. YOU SIGH. IN YOUR MIND'S 
EYE, YOU SEE THE KILLER SPOTTING NORA. . .FOLLOWING 
HER TO HER LOVER... 


r oh, LAIRD.' I've been such’ 
k SILLY FOOL' Z REALIZED 
IT AT THE TRAM.' IT'S TOU 
I LOVE, DARLING... YOU l'LL 
ALWAYS LOVE. X KNOW THAT, 
NOW. CAN YOU EVER FORG IVE 
N. ME? 


OH, MORAY 


HUH?' MORA.' BABY.' 


.MORA.' OF 
COURSE I 
1 FORB/VE 
YOUfx... 
LOVE... YOU.. 


LAIRD. 

SOB... 


You LOOK UP. YOU SEE HIM THERE.. . HIS ICY FACE. . . 
HIS COLD EYES ... THE BLACK MUZZLE OF THE GUN 
POINTING AT YOU. . . 




The EXPLOSION, ECHOING THROUGH THE APARTMENT. THE 
STINGING PAIN IN YOUR CHEST. THE CHILL OF DEATH THAT 
SWEEPS OVER YOU AS YOU SINK TO THE FLOOR. AND NORAfS 


THINGS YOU HEAR, LAIRD KIMBALL, 
THEEMD... 


